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1 . Ch 1 : Rez 
Chapter 1 Rez 

I awake to a pounding inside my head and white light blinding my 
eyes. Faces blur in and out of focus and I blink to clear all traces 
of sleep. Finally one of the indistinct faces notices my awakening 
and points it out to others. A deep, slightly muffled voice addresses 
me from the left. 

"The operation is over, Rezeri. We're just going to run a few basic 
tests . " 

I slowly sit up and take in my surroundings; a plain white operating 
theatre with reflective silver walls, half of people's faces and 
sharp tools on tables. A woman injects a flowing orange liquid into 
my left shoulder. The effect is instant. An itching in my back 
consumes me and I feel something stretching and growing out of my 
spine and lower tailbone. Unquenchable anger fills my mind and my 
eyes clench shut. When I open them again, my vision is 20x sharper 
and I feel a thirst for killing. I finally get the courage to look at 
my reflection in a floor-to-ceiling mirror off to the side. I stare 
at myself in the mirror. I am as pale as porcelain with green, 
cat-like eyes, a long thin braid with a mop of unruly black hair on 
top. I wear a torn black leather vest and tight black jeans with 
cargo boots that come halfway up my calf. Out of my back and tailbone 
has grown huge black scaly wings and a long sweeping tail. I feel the 
rage boiling up inside me. Why am I like this? Who had the right to 
do this to me? I lashed out at the nearest possible object, which 
happened to be the scientist in charge. He doubles over in pain and I 
fly through a wall and into the corridor outside. Some instinct 



inside me seems to know where to go, so I follow it and end up in 
what looks like a storeroom for different serums. I don't want to 
stay like this so I grab the serum labelled '5 hour serum' and inject 
in the same place I was injected earlier. Only then do I read the 
label on the back. 

'For operation Rezeri. Turns subject back into experimental form 
every five hours. No cure for this serum. ' 

Suddenly I double over again and suddenly everything goes black. When 
I come back around, I'm back to my usual self and still in the 
storeroom. 10 minutes have passed according to the clock. I have 
nearly 5 hours to get out of here. I get up and exit the room 
swiftly. There's only one other room in the hall, the armoury and 
tech centre. I enter, hoping to find something useful. I grab an 
energy blaster, a laptop of some sort, a couple of blankets and what 
looks like a portable map. I stuff it all in a grey duffle bag. Then 
I flee the scene. 


2 . Ch 2 : Hide 
Chapter 2 Hide 

As I exit the compound I'm suddenly blinded by the bright rays of the 
sun in my eyes. After I get used to the glare a single thought occurs 
to me, hide. I run down the grassy hill, on which the compound is 
built. I head in the direction of a city, just visible through early 
morning mist. 

a€ 1 

As I approach the soaring skyscrapers I realise that I will have 
nowhere to stay. So, instead I head towards the run down section of 
the city. There's abandoned warehouses, run down bungalows and 
decaying skyscrapers. There's an old 14 story industrial tower on my 
right so I decide to crash there. I climb to the top but one and dump 
my duffel bag in a corner to go through it. I set out the blankets in 
a comfortable enough sleeping space. The laptop is placed right in 
the corner as well as the rest of my stuff on top. I check my watch, 
three hours until transform time. Suddenly there's an abrupt shout 
from behind. 

"Hey you! Whadda ya think ya doin' 'ere?" 

I slowly turn around to see an old man dressed in janitor scrubs 
standing before me, but what really catches my eye are the 4 veteran 
badges across his heart. Something inside me clicks and I stand to 
attention, a salute at my brow. "Nothing sir!" 

He smirks at me, an approving smile playing at the corner of his 
mouth. "At ease cadet. I ain't gonna hurt ya. What are ya doin' up 
'ere cadet? And what ya name?" 

"Cadet Rezeri at your service sir. But I prefer Rez sir. I am here 
because I have nowhere else to go." 

"Rez it is then cadet. Alright ya can stay, but ya gotta go to school 
don't ya? A cadet ain't good without schooling eh? Go to the high 
school tomorrow and tell 'em that George Wilkinson sent ya, they'll 



let ya in. 


"Thank you sir." 

"Don't mention it eh? As ya were cadet." 

As he hobbles away I can't help feeling that I've got a friend in a 
world that I would've had to face alone. 


3. Ch 3: First Impressions 
Chapter 3 First Impressions 
Rez ' s P . 0 . V . 

I had transformed at 2000 hours and then again at 0100 and 0600 
hours. I should be alright until around 1100 hours. I head off in the 
direction that Corporal Wilkinson said and 15 minutes later arrived 
at Crestwood High School. Immediately I could pick out the 'In' crowd 
and the school jocks. As I walked inside I could feel every eye 
boring into me, especially one of the boys on the football team. I 
kept walking forward and hoisted my bag a little higher over my 
shoulder as I headed toward the principal's office. 

Mark's P.O.V. 

She definitely looked strange, even stranger than Jak, and that's 
saying something. She had dead straight black hair, in a long thin 
plait down her back and her eyes were black, pitiless holes that felt 
like they could bore straight into the centre of your soul. She 
didn't even seem to care that everyone was staring at her like a 
specimen in a science lab. I couldn't help it, I felt an attraction 
toward her. Unfortunately I couldn't keep that secret. I felt someone 
poke me hard in the ribs. I turn to see Jak grinning cheekily at me, 
waist-long dreadlocks framing his face. 

"Someone's got a crush man!" He commented in his smooth Jamaican 
accent, before darting away so I couldn't catch him. I'm not on the 
junior football team for nothing. 

"Yeah well, keep it to yourself." I retorted before heading to 
homeroom. 

Rez ' s P.O.V. 

The principal is a very stern, disciplined woman but she also has a 
sense of humour. She led me into her office and asked if I had any 
parents. I answered 'No' but that Corporal George Wilkinson had sent 
me. I saw a look of comprehension in her eye. 

"Very well," she said. "Go to homeroom in 1.7 in the Main Corridor. 
Your teacher is Ms Zhang." 

I found the room and lucky me, I got the room with the junior 
football team (please note the sarcasm here guys) . Ms Zhang is nice 
enough, but I immediately went and sat at the back of the class and 
shot a nervous glance at my watch, 0 915 hours with 1 and %?A hours to 
go . 



4 . Ch 4 : Anger and Claws 
Chapter 4 Anger and Claws 
Rez ' s P .0. V. 

The first two periods were uneventful and fairly boring. When morning 
tea rolled around it was 1045 hours, 15 minutes until transform, 15 
minutes to grab my food and scram somewhere quieter. _Damn_, I think 
to myself, _you really haven't thought this through Rez, have you? If 
you start missing school they'll ask questions, send you back to that 
lab._ I start to feel the anger boiling up, proof that I have less 
than 10 minutes to get out of there. Suddenly one of the popular 
girls comes up and says snidely to me, 

"Scram sleemo, this is our table." 

I stand up slowly and look her directly, feeling all my rage being 
directed at her. "I'm sorry, what did you just call me?" She laughs 
at me, as if I'm a speck of dirt. She's about to make another sassy 
remark, when she notices my eyes. They aren't my normal black, 
they're greeny-yellow, with a thin black pupil in the middle. Oh 
great, if that's happening I've got about 5 minutes. The girl backs 
away in shock and then crumples to the ground, unconscious. I could 
see the word about to form on her lips, _monster_. I run from the 
cafeteria as fast as I can, to one of the tool-sheds out the back. I 
keep checking that no one was following me. As soon as I'm in the 
shed and the door's closed, I collapse to my knees and let out a 
blood curdling shriek as I feel the wings and tail grow 
again . 

Mark's P.O.V. 

I can see everything from here. I could see the strange yet 
attractive girl, Rez, I think her name is. Alyra is hassling her 
about where she's sitting. Usually people just succumb to her, but 
not Rez apparently. She isn't backing down. Wait, what just happened? 
Alysa just crumpled to the ground! Where's Rez going? I run after her 
before Jak can stop me, and follow Rez at a distance so she doesn't 
know I'm following her. She seems to be heading toward the tool 
sheds. As she slams the door, I hear an unearthly scream of pain and 
anger emit from her. I peek through the window and see something I 
would never have thought I could see. I edge around the side of the 
shed and open the door a crack. I slip inside the shed and place a 
hand on her shoulder. She recoils at my touch and flees out the door. 
I look around for her, not seeing her anywhere, until I look 
up . 


5. Ch 5: Fight or Flight 
Chapter 5: Fight or Flight 

**AN: Okay I'm guessing I'll need to explain characters, huh? Okay we 
have Rez, Corporal Wilkinson, Mark and Jak so far. In Mark's group of 
friends aka the junior football team there is Mark, Jak, Jamie, Sev, 
Dex, Raf and Jordan. (If you're wondering about the boy's names, I 
told my friends to give me 7 names, so here they are, also Mark gets 
kinda important in a few ways later on) Any other girly name like 



Alyra will be in the 'in' crowd group. The story is set in New York, 
but more about Rez and the others will be revealed later ona€ 1 .please 
don't hate me for not telling you now. Also thank you to Mystic 
Nightfury for the review, and I'm sure it's going to pain you most 
when I don't tell you the answers straight away! Also, there will be 
a bit of romance between Mark and Rez in later chapters, nothing too 
spectacular, but enough.** 

**Anyway love you guys for reading. R&R or PM me. I'd love to hear 
your feedback. Oh and check out my beta, pinkieponk, she writes 
awesome Harry Potter stuff!** 

**XxNat P.S. Jak is my very favourite character, I'm totally 
unbiased* * 

Jak's P.O.V. 

All I could see is Mark running out, I was too late to see anything 
else. I went up to Dex wanting to know what happened. He told me that 
something had happened between the new girl, Rez, and Alyra, causing 
Alyra to faint and Rez to flee. Mark had then gone after her. I 
decided to follow Mark and make sure he didn't do anything stupid. I 
jog out of the cafeteria and outside to find Mark looking up in awe. 
When I follow his line of sight all I can see is a black silhouette 
growing gradually smaller. We stand there for a while until the bell 
goes for next period. 

Rez ' s P.O.V. 

"No! No! He saw me! He saw me! I knew school was a stupid idea!" I'm 
sitting on the crown of the statue of liberty, with the wind blowing 
my wild hair all over the place. I guess I should head back, assuming 
the officials haven't been called in. I begrudgingly get to my feet 
and soar back up into the sky, back to school and twisted reality. I 
walk in late on Maths and get the raised eyebrow from the teacher 
that means _walk into my class late again and there'll be big 
trouble. _There ' s only one seat left, and that's at the back, right 
next to the boy who saw me in the tool shed. He gives an easy grin 
that betrays the look of suspicion and curiosity in his eyes. I know 
that this is going to be a long Maths class. 


6. Ch 6: Mental Pt 1 
Chapter 6 Mental 
Mark's P.O.V. 

She looked so nervous as she walked into class. I gave her a 
reassuring smile that belied the suspicion, curiosity and even fear 
for Rez in my chest. Rez sat down next to me and as she glanced at me 
I felt sure she had seen the mixed emotions on my face. Her posture 
immediately changed from tired to fearful and on edge. And why 
shouldn't she be? One day and someone's already found out her secret. 
But the knowledge about her also being that, thing, doesn't change my 
feelings about her oddly enough. Rez almost seems to feel insecure, 
and that makes me want to protect her. Not that she'd need protection 
obviously. She flicks her eyes to me for a moment, as if she's 
expecting me to ask a question. Seriously, are my emotions that easy 
to read? I sigh, realising the inevitable. 



Rez ' s P . 0 . V . 


He seems to take in a breath. Then he asks, barely above a whisper, 
"What are you?" I'm a little taken aback by his question that I 
answer automatically "I'm a human." He frowns at me, brow furrowed in 
concentrat ion, "You're half dragon, aren't you?" I take a deep 
breath, realising I can't hide from it anymore, "Yes." 


7 . Ch 7 : Mental Pt 2 
Chapter 7 Mental Pt . 2 

**AN: Sorry about the short chapter beforeaC 1 ..I wanted to leave you 
all hanging! I know, I know, I'm so evil. Well Mwuhaha ! Anyways hope 
you are enjoying reading it as much as I'm enjoying writing it. 

Thanks to Meep for her review, I'm glad you're enjoying it! And as 
always thank you to my kickass beta, pinkieponk! And sorry guy's that 
I haven't updated for a while. Please don't kill me!** 

Mark's P.O.V. 

I stared at her in disbelief for a few seconds. A dragon? Wow! A 
thousand questions flowed wildly into my head and I saw Rez tense as 
if preparing herself for the torrent that was about to tumble out of 
my mouth. But I couldn't help it. "Why are you here then? What else 
can you do? Where were you born?" All my words came out in a rush. 
They say the eyes are the window to the soul, but when I looked at 
hers they had turned steely. 

Rez ' s P.O.V 

I felt my patience run out. I don't like people asking questions. 
"No." I stated. He stopped midsentence and stared blankly at 
me . 

"What?" 

"I said NO!" I yelled in a whisper, but loud enough for the teacher 
to hear. I suddenly realised that I hadn't been paying attention to 
the class. 

"Is anything wrong Rezeri? No? Then perhaps you could answer the 
equation on the board." She gestured to the long maths sequence on 
the board. I could hear I few gasps of shock around the room. They 
had been working on the problem since the beginning of class, which 
was a good hour ago. So far none had answered it correctly. I stood 
up, and with all eyes on me, took the marker from the teacher's hand. 
Then I got a good glimpse of the equation. For some reason it didn't 
look too hard to me. I started writing quickly, and finished it in 10 
seconds. The teacher's jaw dropped, and her eyes bulged. She quickly 
punches in some numbers into a calculator. 

"Urn, good job, Rezeri that is correct . " She manages to stutter. I 
walk briskly to my seat, feeling every eye in the room, bore into the 
back of my head. Thankfully class ends 5 minutes after and I'm able 
to escape into the corridor. Unf ortunat ley the boy follows 
me . 



Mark's P.O.V. 


I follow her out of class, which is pretty hard to do as everyone is 
in the way. I finally catch up to Rez, but I don't do anything to 
attract her attention. I already know that she knows that I'm 
here . 

Rez ' s P.O.V. 

I reach the cafeteria with the boy still following. I can sense him 
wanting to say something. I turn around. "What is it?" He grins and 
shakes his head in wonder. 

"You're mental." 

**Please read and review. Tell me what YOU want to happen.** 


8. Ch 8: Introductions 
Chapter 8 Introductions 

>Mark ' s P . 0 . V . <br>I ' m still grinning even as Rez turns to me. She 
looks at me expectantly. "What is it?" she asks. 

>My grin only widens and I say in wonder, mixed with a bit of awe 
that I'm not sure she can hear in my tone, "You're mental . "<br>Rez 
looks at me for a few seconds before sighing. 

>"Tell me something I don't know," she says. It should have been 
funny but she says it with such weariness, I can't help but feel 
concerned . <br>But soon the feeling passes as I remember what she 
said . 

>"I meanaC 1 A dragon," I say excitedly . <br>Rez continues to walk and 
I follow after her, knowing I look eager but not being able to keep 
the excitement out of my step. 

>"Yesa€l a dragon. And?"<br>My eyes glisten with interest. 

>"Howa€l? I meanaC 1 " I shake my head. <br>"I ' d really appreciate it if 
you didn't question me like you did before," says Rez with just a 
hint of coldness. 

>Immediately , I feel sheepish . <br>"Oh . Right. Sorry 'bout that. Guess 
I got a tad excited," I say. 

>For the first time, I see a ghost of a smile light Rez's admittedly 
pretty features . <br>"You think?" she asks. 

>I grin.<br>"So you do have a sense of humour." Rez raises her 
eyebrows and I realise too late how what I had said could've come off 
a little meanly. Instantly, I backtrack. "I meanaC 1 Well I was only 
saying that becauseaC 1 I promise I don't actuallyaCl" 

>Rez's dark eyes crinkle in a smile. And I can't help it; I smile as 
well. There's just something about the gesture on her that makes it 
contagious . <br>"Don ' t worry about it," she says then begins to walk 
towards an empty table. 

>I step in front of her, holding out my arms . <br>"Sit with me today," 
I say. "I really want you to meet my friends." 

>Rez frowns slightly . <br>" I don't even know your name. Do you know 
that?" she asks. 

>I almost laugh . <br>"Sorry, " I grin. "It didn't really occur to me, 
butaC 1 hello, I'm Mark." 

>"Hi Mark." Again with the vague smile. It's not a proper grin, but 
it's a start. "I'm Rez . "<br>"Oh, I know," I say. Rez raises her 
eyebrows once more and I almost blush. Almost. "Well what do you 
expect? New girl, fairly attract iveaC 1 I think just about everyone 



knows your name . " 

>Her expression is slightly amused and I realise once again what I 
said . <br>This time I really do blush. 

>"Did I really just say that out loud?" I question, more to myself 
than Rez.<br>She seems to shake her head at me before saying, "Where 
do you normally sit?" 

**A huge thank you and hugs to my beta, pinkieponk, she did pretty 
much all of this chapter, working with all of my ideas! Next chapter 
will be up soon. Love you all!** 

**xx Nat** 


9. Ch 9: Different 

**AN: Yay! Another chapter! And even more thanks, hugs and cookies to 
my badass beta, pinkieponk.** 

Chapter 9 Different 

>I lead Rez over to where the rest of my friends are. All six are 
already there: Jak, Jamie, Dex, Sev, Jordan and Raf. The football 
team. <br>"Uma€ 1 " I say to Rez, just as we approach the table. "Try 
not to be too alarmed. They can be ratheraC 1 Well I guess you'll 
see . " 

>Rez simply nods . <br>" I ' m sure I'll be fine. So where should I sit?" 
she asks . 

>"Era€l Just hold on a second," I say and bend to talk to my closet 
friend in the team, Jak. "Hey, Jak. Do you have a minute? "<br> Jak 
turns, sees it me and grins. 

>"Mark! There you are, man! I was wondering if you'd been abducted by 
aliens. Clearly not but it's a bit of a disappointment. I was hoping 
to have an alien as a best friend, man," he says . <br>"Can you just 
quieten down for a moment?" I ask. Jak looks slightly surprised. "I 
invited Rez to sit here and I'd really appreciate it if you toned 
down theaC 1 well everything. I just don't want to scare her off." 

>"That's offensive, man. You know as well as I do, I'm not the 
loudest," grins Jak . <br>"That may be so, but please. It'd mean a 
lot . " 

>Jak looks behind me and he must see Rez because then he 
grins . <br>"Ain ' t that the girl you're crushing on?" 

>I cough and hope she didn't hear . <br>"Yes . So I'd really like it if 
youaC 1 You know," I shrug, then straighten up, turning to Rez. 

>"Just sit by me and try not to encourage them; that'll only make it 
worse," I say.<br>A small smirk lifts the corners of her perfect lips 
but she says nothing as I take a seat next to Jak. She follows and 
sits herself on the chair beside me. 

>The way she holds herself, however, intrigues me and for a moment 
I'm distracted by the way she's perched on the edge of the seat, as 
if ready to flee at any second a€" as if ready to fly.<br>But then 
someone calls my name and my trace fades. 

>"Ha-ha! Looks like Mark's got a lady friend. "<br>Oh and the torture 
begins . 

>My gaze flickers to Raf, who called out.<br>"Lay off, yeah?" I snap. 

>"Ooha€l touchy," grins Sev.<br>"I think we can safely say he really 
likes this one," adds Dex, raising his eyebrows. 

>"About time too," laughs Jamie . <br>"Awa€ 1 He's gone all red," 


Jordan 



simpers . 

>I narrow my eyes at all of them and all through this, Rez remains 
quiet . <br>"This is Rez. She's sitting with us today and I don't want 
another word about mea€ 1 liking her," I snap, then glace beside me. 

>Rez is looking at each of my friends in turn, her gaze 
evaluating . <br>"Fair? " I question. 

>"Aha€l you're just embarrassed, ' said Dex.<br>"Do I have to bring up 
your name?" asks Sev, raising his eyebrows. 

>Dex ' s expression immediately turns surly and I almost laugh. <br>I 
lean over to Rez as an argument breaks out over the table. 

>"His real name is Dexter," I explain in a low tone. She turns her 
attention to me and I continue. "He, uma€ 1 yeah. We don't really cut 
him much slack when it comes to his name and he tends to be really 
sensitive about it."<br>Rez shakes her head. 

>"You're all soa€ 1 "<br>"Loud? Over-whelming? Alarming?" I supply for 
her with a grin. 

>She smiles slightly, again still not fully. <br>"I was going to say 
abrupt. But yes. That too," she says. 

>"So, anyway." Dex is the first one to change the subject. "Rez, is 
it? You're that girl from maths, aren't you? The genius who solved 
the problem. "<br>I cringe and Rez raises her eyebrows. 

>"That's me, yes. Good to know you remember . "<br>Instantly, Dex 
blanks. Then he rubs the back of his neck sheepishly. 

>"0h, uma€ 1 "<br> Jamie, who's sitting beside Dex, grins. 

>"You'll just have to excuse him," he says, smooth as ever. "He's not 
used to attractive company. But I for one, am. Hi. I'm Jamie and it's 
wonderful to meet you."<br>I narrow my eyes at him. Jamie has a 
tendency to flirt with every girl he ever comes into contact with and 
for reasons I'm sure I could never explain out loud, his cocky grin 
irks me, when it's directed at Rez. 

>However, Rez simply nods politely . <br>"Nice to meet you too, Jamie," 
she says in a reserved tone. 

>"Ha-ha!" grins Sev, leering at Jamie. "New girl doesn't give that 
you're flirting with her! Well done, Rez. I'm Sev and I'm here to 
congratulate you for putting Jamie in his place. "<br>I can see Rez 
fighting with another smile and it hits me that she clearly doesn't 
like opening up too much. Unfortunate, really, that she stumbled 
across my group of friends. 

>"It's not that big of a deal," smirks Raf. "You guys are ridiculous. 
Just because we've got a girl on our table nowa€ 1 "<br>"Big calls, 
Raf," Jordan laughs. He and Raf are generally very close but in that 
strange way where they pick on each other for fun. "Wasn't it you who 
first called out?" 

>"Yeah buta€ 1 " Raf laughs sheepishly. "That's not really the point, 
is it?"<br>"Hypocrite, " says Jordan around a poor excuse for a cough. 

>"Get over yourself," grins Raf in reply . <br>"You ' re all crazy, man," 
laughs Jak. "I'm Jak, by the way." 

>"Hi, " nods Rez, then looks around at my friends . <br>"Soa€ 1 now 
you've met the team. Did I tell you they were over-whelming?" I ask. 

>Rez shrugs . <br>"Nothing I can't handle." 

>This comments earns a general echo of laughter around the table and 
I can tell my friends like Rez, which is a positive . <br>"What do you 
think?" I ask Rez once everyone's involved in different 
conversations . 

>"They're different. That's for sure," replies Rez.<br>I laugh. 


>"And I never said they were normal, did I?"<p> 



10. Ch 10: To Trust Or Not To Trust 


Chapter 10. To Trust Or Not To Trust 
Rez ' s P . 0 . V . 

Mark's right, they definitely aren't normal. But who said anything in 
my life is normal? I'm still not sure if I'll stay with this group 
though, they're a ready-made bunch of friends. Do I really want to 
turn their lives upside down when they find out my secret? Mark found 
out on the first day, so should I just leave? Do I trust them? These 
questions whirred around in my head throughout the last two periods 
and as I went through the still-painful transform behind one of the 
sheds. As I soared up and into the clouds I realised something I 
hadn't fully grasped a hold of, I'm flying home instead of walking. 
I'm really half dragon! I land a couple of blocks from the industrial 
tower, and walk. No use awakening Corporal Wilkinson's suspicions. I 
didn't get any homework today, so I have a proper look at the laptop. 
There's an awful lot of blueprints and information on war in its 
database. I scroll down the blueprint section and find Project 
Rezeri. It says that I was experimented on by a group called GTC 
(Genetic Transfer Centre) to find a weapon to give them an edge in 
the war. 

_She will have the characterist ics of a large reptile, possibly a 
dragon or lizard if DNA reacts properly. She will have the ability to 
fly and conduct electricity. She will have sharper hearing, sight and 
smell. She can run faster, think faster, and disappear faster. 

Project is success, ready to move soon, as soon as we find her._ 

Oh no ! I think. I'm meant to fight in a war? That's why they want me? 
But who's the war against? And what else has this GTC group done? I 
can't even talk to anyone about this! Tonight I feel even lonelier 
then I've felt as I drift off to sleep. 


11. Ch 11: Discovered 
Chapter 11 Discovered 
Mark's P.O.V. 

2000 hours (8:00 pm) 

I decide to go for a walk around the city. Not an entirely smart idea 
but staying in this house with both parents away really gets on my 
nerves. I head towards the rundown section of the city in the hope of 
seeing Corporal Wilkinson. This part of the city has always intrigued 
me, probably because of the people that live here without officials 
knowing. And I should know. My dad's a Commander for the GTC, a group 
of scientists that experiment with body parts. They also have quite a 
hefty armada. As I walk my thoughts drift to Rez. I feel like a dark 
mystery surrounds her, but I'm not sure what. She's so insecure and 
definitely doesn't like opening up about anything if today's lunch is 
anything to go by. I definitely like her though, not that I'll tell 
her. Fortunately the only person who knows about my so-called 'crush' 
is Jak, and boy can he keep a secret. I realise that I've stopped 
next to an old industrial tower. I look up at it and to my great 



surprise I can see a silhouette standing at the top. It's probably 
the Corporal. I decide to climb up and have a chat to him. 


I get to the top and realise that the Corporal hasn't heard me come 
up the stairs. But as I get closer I realise that it isn't Corporal 
Wilkinson. This person is wearing a cloak or something similar. I get 
closer still and find that the cloak is expanding and contracting, 
like wings. Then I stop in my tracks. There's only one person I know 
with wings . 


"Rez?" 


She whips around, ready to strike. Upon recognising me she relaxes a 
little . 

"Oh, it's you, Mark. Sorry." I grin at her, and she raises an eyebrow 
at me . I suddenly realise that my expression could have meant I 
thought her reaction as amusing. So I cover up with a question. 

"Why are you up here?" She seems to consider answering me, and for a 
moment I think I've just gone across a boundary. But finally she 
decides to answer me. 

"I live here." I'm taken aback by her answer, but I still notice how 
dark her pretty eyes have become. It suddenly dawns on me that this 
is why she didn't answer me when I asked her the same question at 
lunch today. 

"Why?" I ask her curiously. She gazes at me steadily, but her perfect 
features are shutting down again. 

"Because unlike you Mark, I don't have a family, nor a home." And 
with that she takes off into the night, leaving me to ponder her 
answer . 

**AN: There we go, chapter 11! Hope you guys like it! If so, shoot me 
a review, favourite or PM me! Also, a couple of shout outs to people 
who have given me unwavering support clears throat** 

**Liliana Dragonshard, who is always giving me reviews on my 
chapters . * * 

* *Pinkieponk, who is a kickass, badass beta, who always does one 
better then what I ask of her.** 

**Astrid Hofferson, who is an amazing source of inspiration to 
me . ** 

**So that's all from me for now. Stay cool ya'll** 

**Xx Nat** 


12. Ch 12: Ambush 

**Liliana Dragonshard ' s A/N guest: Hello, everybody! Nat and I were 
working on this, and it's ready to blow your minds. I'm entirely sure 
that you'll love our collaboration on this. It's only for this 
chapter, probably.** 



* *NattenRaseri A/N: So yeah, I think Liliana summed it up. It was 
awesome to work with her, so please check out her profile! And as 
always a big shoutout to my beta, pinkieponk! Love you. xx 
Nat** 

**Chapter 12:** Ambush 
Rez ' s P .0. V. 

As I soar away from Mark, I decide to risk it, and go back to the 
science compound, and what I'm assuming is GTC. As I reach the top of 
the hill, I can see floodlights and many armed guards. I guessing my 
escape wasn't taken lightly. I move closer, relying on the overcast 
sky and dark shadows of the night to conceal me from view. 

I'm almost over the outer wall, when the _wokka-wokka_ of helicopter 
rotors comes up behind me, along with a great rush of wind and bright 
lights. With one push of the button in the cockpit, the entire 
compound erupts in an explosion of noise, light and armed soldiers. A 
booming voice from the PA system spoke, 

"Rezeri, you are surrounded. Surrender and you won't get hurt." 

Fat chance, I think. I drop down and just before I touch the ground 
swoop off and up into the air. I pull the energy blaster from my 
pocket, where I've been keeping it all day. I hope I won't have to 
use it, but, if necessary, I will. I've nearly reached the city's 
outskirts. Just then, the helicopters following me opens rapid fire 
at me . I dodge, sensing that if I go into the city that they will 
follow, I stop and raise the blaster. I can feel the uncontrollable 
desire to kill flow into my veins along with the adrenaline and 
rage . 

"Stop following me or I'll shoot." I could see the closest pilot 
laughing. He doesn't think one blaster can bring down his helicopter. 
But already, my calculating, destruction bent mind has found this 
particular helicopter's weakness. 

Shame, I think dryly, they made me smarter than their own pilots. I 
change the blasters aim, and without hesitation or uncertainty, fire 
a single charge at the rotors. The helicopter bursts into a ball of 
flame, hurtling towards the ground. I fire a second shot, a third, 
sending them down in three huge fiery explosions! 

The fourth helicopter got smart and veered just out of range. I keep 
the blaster out and leave the murder scene, looking calmer than I 
feel. I swirl high into the clouds, heading back for my home. 

However, as I soon find out, another wave of violence is going to 
unfold . 

Commander Graham's (Mark's Dad) P.O.V. 

"Sir, we are in position." A soldier informs me at my right. 

"Good. We need to get it back." I answer stiffly. I was beginning to 
wish that we hadn't designed her so smart. If only they'd thought to 
attach a tracking device while they still had her. I shake these 
thoughts away, getting back to business. I watched as the men aimed 
into the night sky, took aim, and fired! 



A net, invisible in the darkness, sailed through the air, connecting 
with something in the distance, crackling and flashing with 
electricity, followed by a piercing scream. It lit the night, briefly 
showing the winged girl before darkness reclaimed all. Even with all 
eyes straining to find it, Rezeri had disappeared. She wouldn't get 
far, so hopefully they might round her up. 

But as the night wore on, the search proved fruitless. 

Mark's P.O.V. 

After she left, I pondered over the info I had received. Like why she 
had no family. Had she been handed over to a government facility as a 
little kid? Naw, that's only in movies. Whatever had made her become 
a dragon-girl, she didn't have a home. Maybe I could lend a hand, 
bring up some stuff to make it comfier. Like pillows, maybe an air 
mattress . 

Perhaps I could find a gift, like a stuffed animal. I, personally, 
have a stuffed teddy bear on my shelf. I had him since I was 4, and I 

keep him for all the good memories he has. Maybe I could get her a 

stuffed dragon. Or maybe not a dragon. I'm jolted out of my thoughts 
when I saw a flash of light out side and heard the piercing shriek! 
Hurrying to the window, I see a dark shape crash down into the street 
below . 

I race down the stairs, hurrying over to the figure. Getting closer, 

I realize that it's Rez. Her dragon wings and tail were retracting 
into her, and she doesn't seem conscious. A weird looking gun is 
clutched loosely in one hand, and there's a giant net made of chains 
on her. I try to yank it off, but it zapped me. Gritting my teeth, I 
grabbed it again and hauled it off her. 

I somehow pick her up, and brought her up stairs. I laid a blanket on 

the ground, placed her on it, and draped another blanket over her. 

She was still holding the gun tightly, but somehow I managed to 
loosen her grip. I placed it gingerly in the bag in the corner, 
before coming back to sit next to her. I wondered what had 
happened . 

"Maybe a stuffed cat. yeah, that'll be nice." I thought out loud. I 
hear a small rustling, and next thing I know I'm flat on my back. Rez 
stands over me, eyes narrowed, one hand forming a finger gun pose. 

Her eyes widen, and she backs up quickly. I sit back up, rubbing my 
head a bit . 

"Mark? what the heck are you doing here?" she demands 
sharply . 

"Helping you. There was this weird net thing, made out of chains, and 
it was electrified. You were caught in the middle of it out there." I 
wave vaguely towards the window. 

"So, I hauled you up here. Are you okay?" I continue. She shakes her 
head no, but I can see a burn mark on her hand. Her clothes have 
several small burn marks on them. 

"I'm fine. I'll see you tomorrow." she starts, but I cut her 
of f . 



"Why don't you come to my place? Dad's away at work, and mom... is on 
a business trip. You could crash for the night, have something to 
eat. What do you say?" I ask hurriedly. She thinks about it for a 
moment, then shakes her head. 

"No, thanks. I'll see ya ' at school." she turns and busies herself 
with moving the blankets to a corner. 

"0-okay, later." I answer, walking to the door. If she hears me, she 
doesn't answer. When I get outside, I can see the net is where it 
fell. It didn't seem to have the shock feature turned on, so I picked 
it up and hauled it into a nearby dumpster. Which was 2 blocks away. 
Brushing my hands off, I head back home. Tomorrow, I'm getting her a 
stuffed cat. 


13. Ch 13: Pain 
Chapter 13 Pain 

**AN: I know, I know, I haven't updated in a while. Please don't kill 
me! hides in bomb shelter Anyway, here is chapter 13, so no more 
begging for some people, and yes, I'm looking at you 'Dagur'. Enjoy! 
Xx Nat** 

Rez ' s P . 0 . V . 

The sun has barely risen when I awake, feeling like I had been run 
over by a freight train last night. My shirt is burnt in several 
places, but my jacket can hide that. My face and hands aren't so 
lucky though. Every movement causes the injury's to throb even 
crazier. I get up, every muscle in my back shrieking in protest. One 
thing is clear though, because of last night's transform time. I'll 
be transforming at 1100 hours today, right in the middle of maths. 

Eun . I sigh, slowly pick up the rucksack and trudge down the many 
flights of stairs. I see the Corporal ahead, so I try my best to mask 
the pain. The Corporal looks over in my direction and touches two 
fingers to his brow. I do the same and keep walking. 

As I come into sight of the school, I realise that avoiding questions 
regarding my injuries is going to be tough. I can see one of the 
football team, Jak I think, standing by the auditorium doors. As I 
get closer I can see him raise his eyebrows at my burns. He opens his 
mouth, but before he has a chance to say a word I interrupt him, 
"Don't ask." He nods and I follow him inside, wincing as my body 
aches from movement. Jak casts a sidelong glance at my burnt and cut 
hands . 

"Don't you have any burn cream at home?" He says, eyes clouded with 
concern. I shake my head in answer. Little did he know that I didn't 
have a home in its ideal meaning. 

"Well it would help with infection, man." We continue walking and 
soon the one-sided conversation became about football. I zoned out on 
him and Jak must have noticed. 

"Hey Rez, do you like, play, man?" I stare at him confused, and this 
seems to spark something in him. He gestures me to follow him to 
where the rest of the group stood. He and Mark conversed quickly and 
then Mark walks back over to me, a big smile plastered on his 



face . 


"What were you guys talking about?" I ask cautiously. His grin seems 
to get wider, if that is possible. 

"We're gonna teach you how to play football." He must have noticed my 
unamused features because then he added "Come on Rez, lighten up and 
live a little ! " 

I finally give in and follow them onto the football pitch. 


14. Ch 14: Having Fun? 

Chapter 14 Having Fun? 

Mark's P.O.V. 

Our group jogs out onto the field. Sev turns to Rez to try and 
explain the game. I tell myself to regain a calm exterior, but 
really, I was cracking up on the inside. Sev tends to explain things 
the hard-to-comprehend way, so this was going to be 
interesting . 

"So, Rez, The team with the ball has 4 tries to advance at least 10 
yards, and can score points once they reach or near the opposite end 
of the field, called the end zone. If the offense succeeds in 
advancing at least 10 yards, they earn a "first down" and the number 
of tries allotted is reset and they are again given 4 tries to 
advance an additional 10 yards, starting from the spot to which they 
last advanced. You got that?" Rez stares at him blankly and arches an 
eyebrow at him. You can see that behind her pretty features she is 
trying to comprehend what he just told her. It seems that she can 
work out impossible math's questions in an instant, but not the rules 
for football. I step up and give Sev an I-told-you-so look. 

"Okay Rez, now that our resident genius has kindly explained the 
technical logistics of football, I will give you a more practical 
lesson. You are going to have some fun." Rez had a look on her face 
that said that she hadn't had fun in a long time, and had forgotten 
how to. 

"Having fun?" She asks. I nod my and smile encouragingly at her. The 
group divides up into the smaller teams we use for training. Usually 
it's myself, Jak and Dex against the rest of the group, but today 
we'll have Rez on our side, and I have a feeling she'll be good at 
this . 

We teach Rez the basics of the game and as expected, she catches on 
quickly. In fact, when we end practice she has barely cracked a 
sweat. Another advantage of being half dragon I guess. But the others 
don't know that and I can see them in my peripheral vision whispering 
behind their hands. As we walk back inside Rez says to me, 

"So that is what you crazy people do for fun?" I give her what has 
become my standard answer, a huge grin. She raises an eyebrow once 
again, but this time I sense she is holding back a genuine 
smile . 

"Rez, you do realize that it's okay to smile right?" She sighs and 



actually looks a bit sad. 


"It's against my extra genetic coding Mark. I was made as a military 
weapon. I guess they didn't think it necessary for me to have 
opportunities to smile." Rez shrugs and winces as her burns start to 
hurt again. It takes all the mental restraint I have to not hug her 
right now. Not that I'll ever tell her, but at this moment she looks 
really vulnerable. 

"How are the burns holding up?" 

"How do you think they're holding up?" Looks like the small moment of 
vulnerability is gone. 

"Fair enough. When do you transform today?" 

"Who's asking?" 

"Me, who else?" She sighs at this point and I get a bad feeling that 
the transform time will be at an awkward time. 

"1100" Okay, now I'm confused. Who tells the time like that? But then 
I remind myself that it's Rez talking. I look over at the rest of the 
team and contemplate telling them the truth. Rez follows my gaze and 
guesses what I'm thinking. 

"First one you tell is the one I'm dangling off the side of a 
building. You weren't even supposed to find out." She walks off to 
homeroom with her head down, probably hoping to not attract Alyra and 
her cronies' attention. Damn, I suddenly think, I didn't get to give 
her the stuffed cat I bought. Oh well. I'll give it to her at the end 
of the day. 

**AN: Dagur, how many times do I have to tell you to put those bombs 
away? A dead Nat means no more chapters. And don't even think about 
taking me hostage instead. I'm watching you. Anyway for all you 
fabulous people who are still reading, I am currently on a trip to 
the snow, so I'll hopefully be able to write some longer chapters for 
you. Astrid, Jackie, Dagur and Sophie, thank you all for putting up 
with my sadly lacking uploading schedule. And as always a massive 
thank-you to my amazing beta pinkieponk, who unfortunately isn't 
writing any stories for right now. And one more thing, if you've 
noticed the new cover art for the story, it was done by the extremely 
talented okl7, so a big shoutout to you! So stay awesome, stay safe 
and I'll see you in the next chapter!** 


15. Ch 15: Human 
Chapter 15 Human 
Rez ' s P . 0 . V . 

Homeroom that morning is an experience. 

I make my way slowly to the back of the classroom after football, 
trying as hard as I can to attract as little attention to myself as 
possible and consequently, as little trouble. 

But I should have known better. Though it's not as though I look for 



trouble, trouble seems to seek _me _out . 

I'm almost to the back of the classroom and I have my head down so 
it's no wonder I look like a suitable target. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see someone slide their leg into my 
path and something in me clicks. I'm literally one step away from 
tripping when I halt and my gaze lifts to see the girl who confronted 
me in the hall. 

Something internally warns me that she is not someone I want to pick 
a fight with. 

"Excuse me," I say in a quiet voice. I look her straight-on, though, 
hoping to scare her off. 

"Oh, sorry," says the girl in a sickeningly sweet voice. I almost 
shudder. "Didn't see you there." 

But she doesn't move her foot. 

Rolling my eyes slightly I step over her, but she lifts her leg so my 
toe just catches on her shin. 

Any other normal person would have fallen. Unfortunately for the 
girl, thougha€ 1 I am not normal. 

My reflexes kick in and I hook my toe underneath her leg, jerking it 
upwards. I'm not even aware of how strong I am until the girl's legs 
fail her and she falls straight on her backside. 

I spin around, shocked at my own actions. I really have to learn to 
control my outbursts. 

There's no teacher in the classroom but still, I extend my hand to 
help the girl up. 

"I'm sorry . " 

She scowls, though and scrambles to her feet, her nice faA§ade 
wavering . 

"Freak, you did that on purpose." I notice that her usual friends are 
missing and slowly, a feeling of advantage creeps up on me. This 
should be easy. 

"Just the same as you intended to trip me up beforehand, " I say, 
attempting to remain calm. 

The girl ' s pretty features contort into a deeper scowl than 
before . 

"I know you're new around here and all, but don't think you can just 
bat those pretty little eyes and you'll get him." 

This confuses me and I'm thrown off guard momentarily. 

"Excuse me?" 


She practically growls at me. 



"Don't act as though you don't know what you're doing. I've seen you 
with him and all of his mates. Stay away," she snaps. 

The pieces begin to fit together. 

"Waita€ 1 you don't mean" a€" 

"Mark . Yes . " 

I almost laugh at her. The last thing on my mind is a romantic 
relationship, let alone with Mark. I'm tempted tell her, _Well 
unfortunately, you don't have to worry. Having the government after 
you really does tend to put a damper on opportunities for dates. _ 

A small part of me does react though, the part that was definitely 
stronger before I was tested on. The part me that is all teenage girl 
and spends its time giggling and gushing. 

Buta€ 1 the GTC crushed that part of me pretty well. It's struggling 
for life, but if I have to admit ita€ 1 it is 
surviving . 

Just . 

"There's nothing between Mark and I. Even if there was, it would be 
none of your business," I say coldly. I must not yield too much 
emotion. Emotion means weakness in battle. 

"He's mine," the girl narrows her eyes at me and speaks through her 
teeth and in a strange flash, I'm reminded of a rabid dog. 

I laugh cruelly. 

"I think Mark would beg to differ." 

Eor a few seconds, the girl (whose name is still unknown) bares her 
teeth at me and I tense, ready for a fight as always. 

But, she straightens up eventually and smiles at me. 

"I'm going to the game with him this Saturday, actually," she says as 
though I'm one of her friends. 

My brain glitches briefly. Or at least, that is what it feels like. 
Because my heart gives a jump and just for a second I can't think 
properly . 

This is a foreign sensation but I know that it is not positive. I 
also know that I am having this reaction because of what the girl 
said about Mark. 

I hadn't even realised that there's a game. Mark certainly didn't 
mention it to me. 

But why does this make mea€ 1 angry? 

Instantly, the girl's smile slides into a smirk. 

"Hma€l thought so," she says. "You know what, you pretend that you're 



oh-so-innocent , but honeya€ 1 I can see though all of you." 

"Are you sure about that?" I ask and allow my eyes to glow yellow, 
the way they do when I transform. 

The girl's eyes widen and all of the colour drains from her 
face . 

"You're a freak. New Girl. And he will _never_ like you," she says a 
little shrilly. 

"Yet I think he already does," I say and though I don't know why, I 
realise that this sentences gives me a strange feeling of power. 

But it's not the power of brawn, it's the power of wit. This must be 
why so many girls fight not using weapons, but words. It's petty 
buta€ 1 satisfying. 

The girl, however, grows in anger and steps close to me, 
glaring . 

"He. Is. _Mine_, " she hisses and I am about to reply when someone 
calls my name. 

"Rezeri, Alyra! What is the meaning of this?" 

My gaze flickers up too fast to be normal but I forget to control my 
reactions again. 

I am the first of me and the girl I now know to be Alyra, to see our 
teacher standing by the door. 

Ms Zhang does not look pleased at all. 

Immediately, I straighten from my defensive hunch (this is an 
automatic reaction that seems to have come with my transformation) 
and face her. 

The worst of it all, though, is not that my homeroom teacher has 
found me fighting with another girl. 

It's that _Mark_ has found me fighting with another girl. 

He's standing next to Ms Zhang, looking between me and Alyra as 
though he's not sure what to make of the situation. 

Humans can be so slow sometimes. 

Ms Zhang, however, has moved to the landline kept in every 
classroom. 

"I will be contacting the principal's office, young ladies. Violence 
is no way to resolve problems." 

_Violence?_ 

I realise that thanks to the burns and cuts all over mea€ 1 It looks 
as though I have been engaging in a fight with Alyra. 


This makes me sigh under my breath. 



I'm too busy watching our homeroom teacher call the principal to 
notice that Mark is making his way towards us. 

I jump as he speaks my name. 

"Rez, what happened?" 

I look at him in surprise, my brain not making the connection as to 
how he got there so fast and therefore, my fight (or flight, but that 
tends not to happen in me) reaction kicks in. 

Within no time at all, though, my mind recognises safety and I 
relax . 

All of this happens in my mind in the space of two 
seconds . 

Immediately, though, Alyra jumps into action. 

"I was just telling Rex over here about the game on Saturday," she 
says . 

"It's Rez," I say through gritted teeth. 

"Whatever," Alyra says. "The point is, I was literally just talking 
about you, Mark. I'm so excited for the game. Hopefully you score 
some trys or goals or whatevera€ 1 " She giggles in a lofty way and I 
think of how petty it is to make yourself seem dumb to get a guy's 
attention . 

"Uma€ 1 touchdown, actually," says Mark and he looks uncomfortable. He 
turns to me. "Sorry I didn't tell you about the game before. It 
didn't really cross my mind, to be honest." 

This confuses me. 

"There really is a game?" I ask. 

Mark nods . 

"Yep. This Saturday. I'd ask you to come with me buta€ 1 " He rubs the 
back of his neck awkwardly. 

"And you're really going with her?" 

Mark nods . 

"I'm sorry, Rez. I really didn't think" a€" 

Instantly, I feel the need to protect myself. 

"There's nothing you should be sorry for," I say a little 
defensively . 

"I didn't tell you though and I was _planning _on asking" a€" 

"Who me?" I allow myself to laugh quietly, but I don't know why it's 
funny. "I don't even like football." 



Mark's face falls and Alyra smirks. 


He's about to reply, when Ms Zhang approaches us. 

"Rezeri and Alyra. The principal wants you in his office. Now," she 
says sternly. 

I cast one last look at Mark's lost look (and feel surprised at the 
strange sense of guilt resting on the bottom of my stomach) before 
striding out of the classroom and down the hall. 

A human desire passes through me and I want to look back at Mark, for 
reasons I can't explain. 

But I don't listen to it. 

I am not human. And Mark is not mine to look at. 


16. Ch 16: Truth and Buildings 
Chapter 16: Truth and Buildings 
**Rez ' s P .0. V. ** 

There's a definite change in Alyra 's attitude. She almost seems to 
hiding cowering behind me as we walk to the principal's office. I 
have to admit, it's really getting on my nerves. 

"Would you stop that?!" I growl at her, taking her by the shoulder 
and pushing her into the wall. I then continue walking down the 
hallway without a second glance at the two-faced girl behind me. I 
reach the door to the principal's office. On her door a metal plate 
has her name on it; Mrs Suzanne Garth. I knock once and wait for an 
answer. As I wait Alyra catches up and trembles behind me. 

"Come in girls." States the familiar deep voice from inside. We walk 
in and somehow Alyra musters her usual winning smile. 

"Sit." As if compelled to do so, I sit on one of the two chairs 
facing her desk. Alyra sits as well and I notice how different our 
postures are. She sits with her legs crossed, comfortably leaning 
back in the chair, looking out the window as if she owns the place. 
When I look at myself I sit straight-backed, legs unfolded and giving 
almost all of my attention to Mrs Garth. The stern lady before me 
also seems to be giving us the once-over. She straightens up and I 
realise this is my cue to stop staring. 

"So girls, I understand you were engaging in a physical fight in your 
classroom. Care to tell me how this happened?" Alyra 's eyes almost 
fall out of their sockets as she realises that she could be 
blamed . 

"No Mrs Garth," she begins, "I didn't touch Rezeri at all, and it was 
her who was lashing out at me." Alyra batts her lashes and gives a 
wounded look. 

"Then may I ask Miss Davies, why you have no evidence of damage to 
your being? And why Rezeri does?" Alyra 's mouth opens and closes a 
few times like a goldfish. "Rezeri, anything you would like to say?" 



Mrs Garth rounds on me. 


"Er, no, Mrs Garth." I stutter. Apparently lying doesn't come easily 
either. Well, I suppose if the GTC still had me, they wouldn't want 
me to hide secrets. 

"Then may I ask where the holes in your shirt were acquired?" I jolt 
back to reality. 

"Urn, I was playing football with the team?" I smile hopefully. 

"It was very violent, I'm sure." Oh crud, I think, she didn't believe 
it . 

"Well, as long as it doesn't happen again," she stares at me, "you 
are both dismissed." I get up and walk to the door, Alyra sweeps out 
of the door behind me. We walk back to the hall and Alyra starts to 
glide in front of me. 

"See you Saturday," she says airily, "oh wait, no I won't." She gives 
a girly giggle and then walks away. 

Oh, how I long for the day when I get to strangle her pretty 
neck . 

_**Meanwhilea€ 1 **_ 

**Mark's P.O.V.** 

I sit next to Jak in homeroom. My stomach starts to churn at the 
weight of what I'm about to tell him. What will Rez think when she 
finds out I told her secret. She did say something about 
buildingsa€ 1 . 

"Hey man, whatcha thinkin' 'bout?" Jak's voice breaks through my 
silence. Oh well, Rez's fury will have to come later. 

"Okay, mate, promise you won't think I'm joking alright?" Jak raises 
an eyebrow at me . 

"Uhok, Jak, 

Rezishalf dragonandshegot intoaf ight lastnightandthat swhyshe ' sallbeatup ! " 


Jak's jaw drops. But then reality catches up with him as he snaps it 
shut and gives me a questioning look. Damn, he doesn't believe me. 

And how could he? Even to me it sounds crazy. 

"Anyway mate, although it sound crazy, I need your help. We need an 
excuse to get you, me and Rez out of maths before she transforms." 
Good thing Jak trusts me on most things, otherwise he'd never help me 
with anything. He nods in thought and then his usual grin erupts on 
his face. 

"My mum's working in the cafeteria today, we'll just say she needs 
our help moving supplies. And if the teachers look into it mum'll 
cover for us." I nod. 


**Math's Class, Third Person** 



Maths rolled around as usual. Rez was sitting next to Mark and Jak 
was sitting two rows in front. Just after halfway Mark noticed Rez 
tensing and he could see that her eyes had changed again. Mark 
scrunched up a piece of paper and threw it at Jak's head. His best 
friend turned around and Mark gestured with his head towards Rez. Jak 
nodded his head once in understanding. Unfortunately this little 
conversation didn't go unnoticed. Underneath the table Rez's boot 
connected with Mark's shin, hard. _Damn, _thought Mark, _Rez isn't 
gonna be happy. _ He was right. But he couldn't do anything about that 
then . 

"Rez, let us get you outta here and then you can transform. Jak's got 
a plan, " he whispered as quietly and with as little fear in his voice 
as possible. 

Rez's eyes showed fury but, with a glance in Jak's direction, she 
nodded . 

"Buta€ 1 I won't let this go," she whispered, a threat in her 
tone . 

Trying not to swallow visibly, Mark gave a nod and motioned to Jak 
with a thumbs up that they were ready. 

Launching into the plan, Jak shot his hand into the air. 

"Ms Zhang," he called out, interrupting her mid-sentence. Ms Zhang 
looked over to Jak with narrowed eyes. 

"Yes?" she said coldly, clearly not impressed with his calling 
out . 

"I've got to go help my mum in the cafeteria. Mark and Rez too. We 
volunteered, " he talked in short sentences, giving away the lie to 
anyone who knew him well. It was a good thing he was addressing their 
maths teacher. 

"Is that so?" asked Ms Zhang, clearly not believing a word. 

Time for Plan B. 

"I have a note, man," said Jak hastily, pulling a crushed slip of 
paper out of his pocket. 

"Bring it up here," said the teacher. 

Trying not to seem nervous, Jak stood up and strode to the teacher, 
handing her the note he'd managed to persuade his mother to write not 
long after his conversation with Mark. 

Ms Zhang studied the note closely as if trying to detect some illicit 
and illegal forgery that would prove such a preposterous idea as 
Jak's mother giving both him and two other students, permission to 
skip class. 

Apparently she didn't find such evidence and handed Jak his note back 
with force. 

"Make sure you collect the homework from someone else in the class, " 
the maths teacher said. Then she fixed her eyes on Rez and Mark who 



she added. 


were sitting in silent hope. "All three of you. 

And with a sweeping look, she returned to the class. 

As quickly and as quietly as possible, Jak, Rez and Mark slipped out 
of class before hurrying along the barren corridors of the 
school . 

"So you're a dragon, man?" questioned Jak, glancing at Rez. 

She shot him a dangerous look in warning. 

"I can't and I won't explain. It's bad enough Mark told you. You 
don't need to know the details," she said through gritted 
teeth . 

Mark and Jak started to become breathless after a short while, from 
the fast pace at which they were escaping at. Rez, however, seemed to 
thrive off of this physical exertion, focus shining in her now-yellow 
eyes . 

"Justa€l take it this way, man. You'd bea€ 1 still in maths if it 
weren'ta€l for me," said Jak with a feeble attempt at his usual 
grin . 

With a grudging glare, Rez shifted her eyes to the path ahead and 
said no more. 

It wasn't long until they pushed through the exit of the door and 
broke into bright sunlight. 

"So where next?" asked Mark, his breathing shallow. 

"What do you mean?" questioned Rez, taking a step from the two 
boys . 

"I meana€ 1 where will we go next?" 

Immediately, Rez felt her emotions shut off and whether it was due to 
her transformation being minutes away or the fact that Mark had 
betrayed her trust, she found she felt less human than ever 
before . 

"_We?_ There is no _we_, Mark," she said in an emotionless tone. "_I 
_have to go find somewhere to transform. And you have to stay here 
until I get back." 

"Buta€ 1 " Mark looked confused. They had helped her get out. It only 
seemed right that they would help her to a safe spot. "I 
thoughta€ 1 " 

"It doesn't matter what you thought. This is what is happening, like 
it or not Mark," said Rez, taking another step back. "This is my 
life. My transformation. My problem. You play no part in it. And 
neither do any of your friends. You just have to leave me 
alone . " 

And before Mark could get a chance to reply, Rez had bolted, racing 
away faster than either boys could have imagined possible. 



**Rez ' s P .0. V. ** 


I transform in a secluded shed away from everything; the school, 
maths class, Marka€ 1 

As per usual, the transformation is brief, only for the fact that 
once I am human (or mostly, at least) again, the details of what 
happened, blur together and I'm left only knowing that there is 
nothing where previously, I had felt a rather frightening urge to 
kill . 

My senses dull and my anger (almost) steady, I take in a deep breath 
and stride back around to the entrance to the school where I left 
Mark and Jak. 

I am furious. Fuming. Livid. Mark told Jak. He told Jak my secret. 
When I had specifically said not to. I had even threatened to dangle 
one of the footballers off of the side of a building. 

I should never have trusted him. If there was anything this entire 
experience had taught me, it was trusting people only led to 
disaster. And hurt. And no. I don't mean me. 

For as I see Mark and Jak, still waiting for me, my vision turns red 
(or should I say yellow) and I am filled with so much anger and hurt 
and ferocity, it sparks my transformation again. 

I didn't even think that this was possible. But apparently I was 
wrong. For once again, I feel my wings grow from my back and my 
vision grows clearer, my limbs stronger. 

At first, neither Mark nor Jak notices what is going on. But then I 
swoop forwards, take Jak by the front of his shirt and pull him up 
into the air. 

Wings beating powerfully behind me, I only have time to see Jak's 
look of sheer terror before I propel both myself and him, into the 
air, gliding far, far away. 

**Mark's P.O.V.** 

I hardly have time to register what's going on. 

All of a sudden Rez, in dragon form, picks Jak up like a throw pillow 
and launches into the air, so quick I have to blink to realise that 
they're heading towards that old industrial building Rez made a 
temporary living space out of. 

Oh. God. That's when I remember Rez's threat if I ever told anyone 
and panic fills me. 

There's no way I'll be able to make it up to that building without a 
car, let alone before Rez. 

But a manic fear fills me and I'm on my feet before I know it, 
sprinting out of the school grounds. 

It's crazy. I'm crazy. This whole situation is _crazy_. 

But I have to try. I have toa€ 1 I have to... 



After not very long at all, it becomes evident that, despite being on 
the football team, I can't run such a long distance in one shot. It's 
impossible . 

Stopping after running for as long as I can, I bend down and try to 
catch my breath. After what seems like far too long (my mind is at 
the same time, whirring at the thought of what could be happening to 
Jak) , a voice interrupts my inner turmoil. 

"What are ya doin', lad?" Instinctively, my back straightens and I 
know by the voice and my reaction that I have run into Corporal 
Wilkinson . 

Despite my breathlessness, I stand to attention and face the veteran 
with an air of respect. 

"Sir," I say out of automatic instinct. 

"Mark, is it?" questions the Corporal, eyeing me with close scrutiny. 
"Shouldn't ya be in school, lad?" 

"Well, yes sir. ButaC 1 it's Rez. She" a€" 

"Young Rezeri? What's she bin up to?" asks Corporal Wilkinson 
immediately . 

"I think, sir that she has one of my friends andaC 1 she's going to 
dangle himaC 1 off the side of the industrial building, sir." 

Alarm fills the veteran's eyes but not enough to make him slow 
down . 

"Well, it's no good runn ' , now is it? Jump on in to my car and I'll 
give ya a ride." 

He hobbles down the street and I hurry behind him until we reach 
where a rather large, rather awesome car is parked. Looks like a 
Landrover. It's a Ute and a pretty nice looking one at that. 

Powerful. Sturdy. A titanium car. 

Upon getting into this monster of a vehicle, I have to say, 

"Whoa, sir . " 

Corporal Wilkinson eyes me from behind the steering wheel, looking 
rather odd seated in a car such as this. But the more that I think 
about it, the more his vehicle choice makes sense. 

"I'm sorry, but this is an epic car," I say appreciatively. 

There seems to be a glint in the Corporal's eyes but he says no more, 
turning the key. The engine roars to life and I'm struck with awe. 

I am a little bit of a car enthusiast, gaining this trait from my 
father. But I don't say anything either as I remember very quickly 
why I'm there in the first place. 


Tearing down the streets at an astounding speed. Corporal Wilkinson 
makes it to the industrial building within a few short and 



frightening minutes. I'm left wondering how close I came to getting 
killed during that drive at such a speed. 

But then I remember quicklya€ 1 It honestly wouldn't be the first time 
I cheated death. 

"Thank you, sir, but I can handle it from here, " I say quickly as I 
see that the veteran is making to exit the car. 

Once more a gleam enters his war-hardened eyes and he nods 
once . 

"Understood. Good luck, lad. Try not to hurt yerself." 

"Sir, " I say and with a quick salute, I slip out of the car and break 
into a sprint, headed for the staircase. 

With the prospect of Rez and Jak in mind, fourteen flights of stairs 
seems like a small amount and I make it to the top, so, so _grateful_ 
for the ride I received. I will have to thank Corporal Wilkinson 
properly sometime in the future. 

Sometime when Jak's life isn't at risk. Yeah. That ' d be nice. 

The first thing I see is my best mate, hanging from the side of the 
fourteen story building, looking petrified. 

He's trying not to squirm and is gawking at the floor below 
him . 

Then, my gaze fixes on Rez and I note how much pure fury there is in 
her expression, so evident and so frightening now that she's 
transformed . 

There's a deranged element of beauty about the way she holds Jak with 
such ease, power radiating from everything that is _her_. 

But I don't stop to notice this. I rush forwards, heart racing for 
many, many reasons, not all of which are relevant at that 
moment . 

"Rez, wait," I call out. 

At my voice, both Jak and Rez turn, the former with hope and the 
latter with hatred. 

A low growl emits from Rez and I'm stunned by the majesty and horror 
of this side of her. 

"Justa€l just hold on," I say, slowing down about two metres from 
her. "Pleasea€l put Jaka€ 1 down." 

For a long moment, Rez's fierce gaze remains fixed on me and I try 
hard not to blink to move at all for fear of my own life now. 

And then slowly, slowly, after what seems like forever, she brings 
Jak around and drops him to the floor. 


Relief floods through my veins, so much that I don't realise that I 
really am in danger until Rez is on top of me, teeth bared and 



glinting, claws sunk into my shoulder. 

I'm trapped. And positively terrorised. 

"Wait," I say but Rez's other arm whips around and she closes a hand 
(I suppose) around my throat, restricting my breathing. 

So scared, I forget that this is the girl I like. That she has a soft 

side that I occasionally am able to bring out. 

But underneath her, completely helpless against the sheer force she 
possesses, this doesn't occur to me. I can only think of the fear 
that runs through me as I stare into those fierce, yellow 
eyes . 

Another growls tears from Rez's throat and this time I feel it as 
well as hear it, as the vibrations resound in my chest. 

My heart itself feels like it's about to jump out of my ribcage, a 
sensation that would probably hurt less than what Rez is about to do 
to me . 

Buta€ 1 it doesn't happen. She doesn't move. Neither do I. 

And we stare at each other for a very long time, me in fear. Her in 

fury . 

I should have never told Jak. 

"Ia€l I have something for you," I try to speak and only just 
manage . 

Her grip tightens and I wince. 

But, trying my luck (if all goes well, I won't die a painful death. 
Keep your fingers crossed) , I reach out next to me, slowly, and my 
hand finds the front pocket of my backpack which I must have dropped 
upon reaching the top of the building. 

Rez's eyes flicker to my hand but she doesn't move, watching 
dangerously as I unzip my bag and dig around in its depths. 

I find what I'm looking for and grasp my hands around it, feeling 
softness beneath my fingers. 

"Here," I choke out. And bring my hand around from my bag and press 
the gift against Rez's hand, pushing it on her skin (ora€l 
scalesa€ 1 ) . 

Growling and baring her teeth, Rez jerks her hand away at the 
sensation, giving me the chance to breathe (thank God) and the 
opportunity to slide the gift into her open palm. 

Startled, like a wild animal, Rez stares at the small stuffed cat in 
her hands. Black with yellow eyes. I have always adored black cats. I 
just pray that this isn't a fatal move. 

But then, with so, _so _much relief, I see the harsh lines of Rez's 
expression slowly, slowly melt. 



And within seconds, her features are returning to her own and her 
wings are retracting into her backa€ 1 


And all of a sudden she's Rez again. 

Seemingly not aware of how or why she's on top of me, Rez stares at 
me in fear. 

"Whata€ 1 ?" 

After a few horror-stricken moments, Rez realises what's going on and 
something deeper than fear crosses her eyes. 

Instantly, she falls back onto her knees, releasing me and hunching 
over, curling in on herself. 

I can see her breathing deeply and her dark hair falls in front of 
her face like a curtain of silk. 

"Reza€l" I reach forwards, but before I get a chance to talk to her, 
Rez is on her feet, plush cat still clutched tightly to her 
chest . 

"I'm sorry, Mark," she whispers, barely audible. 

Then she turns and runs down the staircase. 

I just catch a flash of jet-black as her hair whips out of 
sight . 

And thena€ 1 she ' s gone . 


17. Ch 17: Running into Trouble 
Chapter 17 Running into Trouble 
Rez ' s P .0. V. 

I flee down the stairs, immediately regretting that I had transformed 
back into a human. I didn't need to deal with the fickleness right 
now. I clutch the cat to my chest, as if it were a lifeline and run 
blindly, not caring who sees me. _Why, _I scream at myself, _why did 
I let him in? ! Why did I trust him? ! How could I let myself be so 
stupid? ! _I reach a dark alley and pressing my back to the wall I 
slide to the floor. The cement wall is cool to the touch against my 
burning skin. I curl into it and allow my body to relax slightly. 

It's clear to me now, the only thing I'm good for is fighting. I'll 
never be able to be anything else but a warrior. Why did I ever think 
I could be something more? 

After a few minutes of lying there in the silence of the afternoon, 
the sound of marching boots became audible to my ears. The sound 
grows nearer and I sneak a look around a corner. A squad of GTC 
soldiers are marching down the street, a different lot than last 
night, but dangerous none the less. I whip my head back around the 
corner, adrenaline starting to run through my veins. I'm at the 
disadvantage, without being transformed, but unknown to everyone else 
I took the gun in the thigh pocket of my pants to school. I take it 
out and look around the alley for a vantage point for an 



attack . 


There's a fire escape ladder that winds up one of the smaller 
buildings in this area. I stuff the gun into my waistband and climb 
one-handed up the ladder's rungs. I get to the top floor of the 
building and pull myself up and onto the roof. There's a ledge 
running around the edge of the roof and though the gun isn't as big 
as a rifle, I take up a snipers position near one of the corners 
closest to the marching GTC soldiers. 

_Closer, _I think to myself, _come on just a little bit closer. _ A 
malicious grin spreads onto my lips. Is it wrong that I enjoy killing 
and maiming so much? The troops are just about to pass the alley that 
I had been concealed in just moments before. _3a€12a€l ._I count 
silently in my head, _and l._ I pull the trigger and shoot one of the 
men at the back. He gives a startled cry and then falls to the ground 
with a _thump ! _Most of the men turn around to face the fallen 
soldier. They call for a medic who runs forward to try and fail to 
find a pulse. 

I laugh at their reactions. I don't need to look to know that my eyes 
will be black, I can feel it. While they're busy I hold the gun up, 
this time aiming at the medic of the group. The more of them that die 
from injury the better. I want to kill all of them. I don't bother 
with a countdown this time, it's too easy. Another muffled _bang!_ 
Then a slightly delayed crumbling of the medic falling to the side. 
However my killing trance is interrupted by the shouting of one of 
the soldiers who's seen where I'm shooting from. I stand up straight, 
allowing them to see and confirm that it's me. 

But then I am running across the rooves, making the necessary leaps 
easily. A rapid volley of bullets chase me, most ricocheting off the 
buildings and others only grazing my skin. One flies by my forehead 
and a moment later I feel a trickle of blood running down the side of 
my face. I take the gun in one hand and start shooting back at the 
soldiers, randomly enough that they never know where the next shot 
will aim for. 

However, in my peripheral vision, I see one of the two Special Forces 
soldiers step forward and load something different into his gun. He 
takes up a stance and I run faster, I really don't want to know 
what's in that gun. A louder _bang_ rings above the others and just 
as I leap across another alley I feel something sharp hit my calf, 
piercing my trousers. My smooth motions falter and I land in a crouch 
on the roof. A chill goes through my body as whatever was contained 
in what hit me was injected. My body fails me and shuts down 
slowly . 

With what energy I can still muster, I jump off the roof and land 
right next to the leader of the GTC raid. Quicker than he can blink I 
wrap my hands around his neck through the gap in his armour and 
restricting his breathing. Even through the pain I manage an inhuman 
grin. The look of pain and disgust is clear in this man's 
eyes . 

"You're a monster", he manages. 

"You don't think I haven't heard that before?" 

I tighten my grip further and the man's breathing becomes laboured 



even more. The soldiers around are either too stunned to shoot, or 
too scared to hit their leader when they fire at me. How human. 


Just then I hear footsteps running up behind me. Two sets to be 
exact. I release one hand from my prey's neck to reach for my gun 
should the approaching people make the foolish mistake of attacking 
me . 

"Rez, stop!" The voice is familiar to me. In my hands, the man's eyes 
flicker toward the voice. 

"Son," he barks, "stay out your father's business!" The pain from my 
leg has engulfed my entire body and no matter how much I focus my 
grip falters. I slowly crumple to the ground with the squad leader's 

words echoing in my mind. Just before I slip into total 

unconsciousness I look to see who the unseen person was. They are now 
crouched over me. Those eyes are unmistakeable . 

"Mark." And then I am gone, into the endless void of 
pain . 

_**Uma€lhi everyone. How's life? I kinda posted the previous chapter 
with nothing said. 2 months though, I think I was going for some sort 

of record of how long it takes to update! So, I'm sorry you 20-or-so 

dedicated people who read that chapter and Dagur of course, who was 
the only one to review. But I've got the basic storyline down now, so 
YAY ! And depending, I should have a violence/f amily oneshot up by the 
end of the day (Queensland time) . So enjoy the rest of your days and 
remember to review! xx Nat**_ 


18. Ch 18: Crisis Point: Ascension 
Chapter 18 
Mark's P.O.V. 

I can't comprehend it at first. I spend an unknown amount of time, 
staring in shock and fear and just plain confusion as I remain 
hunched over Rez's now unconscious body. Taken downaC 1 brought to her 
kneesaC 1 by my father. But how did she get here? Why is Dad after 
her? And why, on earth does the man himself look soa€ 1 smugaC 1 

I glance up, still crouched like a loaded spring and see him staring 
maliciously down at her limp form. 

"What did you do?" My voice tears from my throat in an automatic 
reaction . 

Instantly, I jerk. I've never addressed my father in that way, in 
such a way that lacks any respectaC 1 And this makes him 
furious . 

"This monster at your _feet_, " he spits, eyes on fire, "has caused 
far too many problems for us. I see now I was wrong about this 
weapon. It needs to be shut down. Immediately." 

Anger jumps through my veins. Sure, she almost shot me not what two 
minutes agoaC 1 but this is Rez! I know her. I know the way she is and 
the way she _can be_. The way she would've been had this _terrible 



_thing not happened to hera€ 1 
a€ 1 

In hindsight, I should have seen it from the beginning. I should have 
recognised the signs, knew what they entaileda€l and stayed well away 
from Rez. 

Because now I am faced with a realisation that has probably been 
building since I first found out about her. 

And within the same second that I bother to put two and two 
togethera€ 1 my eyes slide into disbelief and fear and possibly 
disdain . 

"You did this to her." My voice is low and dangerous as I look at my 
father a€" and I mean really look at him. 

I'm not living in an ignorant bliss. I know my father's job. And I 
know that there are times that I don't agree with the projects he 
permits me to hear about. 

But therefore this allows me to know the patterns in the GTC. I am, 
after all, expected to become a part of them once I reach a suitable 
age so it's only natural that I should know all too well, exactly 
what my father's company is all about. 

And isn't that what Rez is in theory? A weapon, a mutanta€ 1 a device 
to win wars and win many. 

All of a suddena€ 1 my father seems like a new man. A stranger. And 
Rez, still lying at my feeta€ 1 I wonder how much she knows about all 
of this. 

"Her?" snarls my father. "Maybe beforehand, it resembled some _kind 
_of mortalitya€l But that creature is no _human _and it is _certainly 
_no _girl_. " 

He rubs his neck, still cowering away from Rez. And yet he speaks 
these words as if he's fearless. 

I'm not aware that I'm shaking until I catch sight of my hands. 

"You made her like this. Deliberately." I still refuse to raise my 
voice . 

"A project. Soldier, " snaps my father, beginning to regain some of 
his curtness. "A project is all this is. A project that was intended 
to be our finest weapon, the best technology any war has ever seen. 
But it's a project that has turned out unexpectedly. So it _needs to 
be shut down_. " 

He repeats his words through gritted teeth and staggers to his feet, 
turning to address me with straight shoulders."! expect you to 
understand that there are some sacrifices that have to be made if you 
wish to keep your _head_, " he says. "At your age, son, I'd think 
you'd know that this type of a weapon is _invaluable _to my a€" and 
someday your a€" company's success. Survival of the fittest. We have 
the technology to get ahead in this conflict and by all means we are 
going to use it . " 



Then, with a dismissive jerk of his chin, my dad turns to his 
quivering squad, the cowards they area€ 1 

"Soldier 2814, get your sorry ass over here and take it away. It's 
caused us enough trouble," he orders. A pale young man, barely older 
than I am, scurries up to Rez. 

As if I want anyone on my father's petty team touching my Reza€l 

I jump to my feet and stand in front of the soldier's path. 

He halts immediately and I know from previous experience that most 
young squad members of my dad's company fear me if only for my father 
himself . 

"I will take her," I say lowly. 

Solider 2814 looks stricken and glances at my father for 
instructions . 

But my dad's too busy staring at me in a challenging disbelief to 
notice . 

"You really believe I would allow you to take on that responsibility 
now, son?" he asks. 

"Sir, " I say and try not to let my teeth clench as I lie through 
them. "That was a momentary lapse of sense. Shock induced. I would be 
more than happy to serve my part and take on responsibility for the 
movement of thisa€l project." 

Briefly, I touched my fingers to my forehead in a traditional 
salute . 

I keep eye contact with my frowning father. And eventually it pays 
off when he gives a curt nod. 

"Bring her to the truck downtown," he snaps. "You will need help." He 
nods at the initial solider who just looks scared and confuseda€ 1 
rookie. "And _keep it under_. " 

His last sentence is said through a snarl. 

"I will transport it to the HQ once I'm finished with a few business 
items I must attend to," he says. Then he addresses the rest of his 
frozen soldiers. "Continue patrol as usual. Keep your weapons 
close . " 

"Sir." They salute him in a ridiculously practised and precise 
movement of unison before my father turns off down the block, already 
whipping out his phone, while the squad marches on, as if everything 
is all right. 

Now all that is left is Soldier number 2814a€l 
He should be easy to get rid of. 


I turn to him. 



"I can handle it from here, Solider, " I say stiffly. 

"But the Commander said" a€" 

"And now I am telling you differently, " I cut over the top of the 
quivering man. "Follow your fellow soldiers on patrol. This project 
is my responsibility." 

The solider looks suspicious but I know he also feels relieved for 
having some of the pressure of this unfamiliar girl/dragon lifted off 
of his shoulders. 

And I may just find a way to get her out of thisaCl 
So it's a win-win situationaCl 
"Are you" a€" 

"Go, soldier, you're relieved," I say and shoot him a hard 
look . 

"Y-yes, sir," he stammers. 

Before practically sprinting to join his squad. 

Huha€ 1 that was easier than I expected. 

Immediately, I attend to Rez, gently pulling her into my arms, 
cradling her against my chest and slipping into a dark 
alley . 

ShiftyaCl but no one will bother us. Hopefully. 

Carefully, I remove the small dart from her calf, rearranging her 
into a loose fatal position. I feel sick at my father, at his company 
and at what they've done to this poor girlaC 1 

It makes me hopelessly sad to think that before my fatheraC 1 Rez was 
just an ordinary girl with an ordinary life and ordinary 
problemsaC 1 

And it took me so long to realise the full extent of the crimes my 
own _dad _has committedaC 1 

I don't know exactly what was injected into Rez but the Commander 
gave us special instructions to keep her unconscious so it can't be 
permanent and it can't be lingering. 

Sure enough, after not that long at all, Rez gives a gentle sound, 
starting off quiet and hazyaC 1 

Then she jerks into a sitting position, grabs her gun from her 
waistband and points it at me. 

"Don't shoot!" I cry and put my hands up in the air. 

For a moment she just looks at me. 

"You shouldn't be here. You shouldn't be anywhere _near _me, 
says . 


she 



But she doesn't lower her gun. 


"You were unconscious ! They were going to take you back to HQ and I 
justa€ 1 I had to stop them," I try to explain. But my eyes are fixed 
firmly on the weapon, pointed straight at my forehead. 

"Theya€l?" For a moment Rez is confused. Then she gasps, touches her 
fingers to her temple, glances down at a bleeding cut at her sidea€l 
and stares at me with what seems like new eyes. "He's your father." 
She backs up against the wall behind her, scrambling to her feet. I 
marvel at the way she has recovered so quickly. Remarkable. Yeta€ 1 
frightening. Her eyes, however, are wild and huge in fear. Feara€ 1 
I've never seen that emotion in her beforea€ 1 And it makes me ashamed 
to know that I'm the one who stirred that in her. "You're one of 
them . " 

"No!" I say and get to my feet. 

Immediately Rez kicks her leg out, buckling my knees and sending me 
down to the floor again as I jolt upon impact and with a considerable 
amount of surprise. 

"I don't believe you!" she shouts. 

And yet I've never seen her get so emotional when faced with an 
enemya€ 1 or someone who she thinks is as good as. 

Now that she's seen me and knows what my father did to her (and now 
that I know as well)a€l 

"You're his son, Mark! And you have been, all this time. Why didn't 
you tell me?" she asks, knuckles white around the gun handle. Now 
that her initial surprise is gone, her emotions are very quickly 
morphing to anger. I see it in the way her jaw hardens, the way her 
endless eyes swirl with the beginnings of ambera€ 1 

"I didn't know that he ' da€ 1 " I trail off and let my eyes meet hers, 
trying to plead with her that this is as big of a shock for me as it 
is for her. 

"You may as well say it, " she spits, disgust making its way into her 
expression. "You didn't know that he was the one to make me this way. 
There's no use in avoiding it." 

"Wella€l I didn't," I say softly. "Please, Rez. If I had 
knowna€ 1 " 

"What?" she snaps at me. "What would you have done if you'd known? 
What _could _you have done?" 

"I wouldn't have let you go back up on that building, that's for 
sure," I tell her. 

And for a moment Rez hesitates. Her hand goes to the pocket of her 
cargo pants and I just see the head of the stuffed cat I 
gifted . 

"Ia€l" She seems unable to speak. Then slowlya€l she lowers her 
guna€ 1 slides it into her waistband againa€ 1 and falls to her 



knees . 


Shoulders hunched, head bowed, I can just hear her sharp breatha€ 1 in 
and outa€ 1 in and outa€ 1 

"I could have killed you," she whispers. 

"I don't believe that," I say automatically. 

"Well you should!" Rez's head whips up and she stares at me with wild 
eyes. "Don't you understand, Mark? I'm a monster! A danger, a weapon! 
I don't think like you do, I don't think like a human! I could have 
_killed _you ! And I wouldn't have regretted it. It would have been as 
easy asa€ 1 breaking a toothpick. And I would have _en joyed _it . " 

She looks fierce and cruel and loathing of me or maybe 
herself a€ 1 

But I still don't believe that she's all monster. In facta€ 1 I know 
she still has a part of her that is human. I know it because I've 
_seen _it with my own eyes. 

Slowlya€ 1 I inch forwards and lay a hand over hers. 

She bares her teeth in a growl, jerking and staring at me. 

"Reza€l I understand all of that," I say quietly. 

Rez stares between my hand and my eyes, obviously confused and unsure 
as to what to do. So I continue. "But it didn't happen that way. You 
managed to control it. And you didn't kill me. You're not a monster. 
You're not a weapon. But by thinking that, you're only giving my 
father and his damned company _more power_ over you. If you believe 
what they say about youa€ 1 then you're right. You're nothing more 
than a tool for war, a way to win power," I say. Rez stares at me in 
anger and surprise as though she's genuinely hurt by what I said and 
she can't understand why I would say something like that. So I hurry 
on. "But if you believe _me _in the fact that I _know _you ' re more 
than thata€ 1 so much morea€ 1 then you can be human. Or at least 
partly. Part of being a human is trusting those who know you and have 
your best interests at heart and whoa€ 1 possiblya€l uma€ 1 love 
you . " 

I don't know if Rez understands what I just implied but I'm sure my 
heavy blush gives that away. 

She doesn't bring it up, though. 

"Do you really believe that? That I could bea€ 1 _human_?" she asks 
softly, staring at me with deep eyes. 

Slowly, I nod. 

"I don't believe it. I know it. And you should know it too," I tell 
her . 

For a momenta€ 1 I think I see some kind of turmoil in her. 

But then her expression grows hard and I know I need to try harder in 
order to get her human side out. 



"Well you're wrong." She stands again and I am quick to follow. "You 
should get back to your father." 

I hate the cold in her voice. 

"But that's the thing! I can't! Not without you. If I show up empty 
handed he'll bury me alive." 

"So you're turning me in?" She growls at me and reaches for her gun 
again . 

"No!" I say and step once more towards her. 

The uncertainty in Rez's eyes is enough to tell me that this isn't 
something she's used to. 

"Ia€l I can't be a part of that anymore. It was okay up until nowa€ 1 
but because I know what the GTC have done to youa€ 1 I just can't be a 

part of it. And I certainly can't look at my father the same. Ever 

again," I say quietly. 

"So what?" Rez snarls. "What is there for you to do?" 

I frowna€ 1 I have to think long and hard about this. I am quite torn 
between what I know is right, the girl I know I have to helpa€ 1 and 
my own family and up-bringing. 

"I want to come with you," I say quietly after a while. 

"You can't," Rez says immediately. "It's too dangerous. I'll be on 
the run, hiding out. You're too fragile. You're only" a€" 

"Yes, okay, I'm only human, but it's not as though I can go back to 

my father now that I know!" I shout, not being able to help it. "Rez, 

I can't physically look at him anymore, without being _disgusted 
_with what he ' s done ! " 

"You have no choice!" says Rez. 

"Yes I do! There's always choice." 

"Not when I'm involved, there isn't! You think I _chose _for this all 
to happen, that I _chose _to be this way?" she demands of me. 

"No, of course not! But I know that you can chose how you handle 
what's been done, just the same as I can chose what I do now that I 
know the truth." 

"But you have to stay with your father. You have to go to school. You 
_just can't _come with me!" says Rez. 

"Well fine! I'll stay with my dad, but you can't expect me to ever 
call myself his son again," I spit. 

For a moment Rez looks at me but it's an analysing look, as though 
calculating how best I could be used. 

"Stay close to him. Pretend to remain allegiant. He's aa€ 1 common 
enemy now. We can use your connection to gain the upper hand," she 



says quietly and I wonder how she manages to switch from passionate 
to withdrawn and military within a second. 

"Rez, I don't know if I can." 

"You have to! That's your job in this, Mark. That's how you can help 
me, " she says . 

And of course there's no way I could say no. 

"All right. Buta€ 1 he's going to kill me when I come back without 
you . " 

Rez frowns at me for a moment. 

"I'm sorry, Mark. I dragged you into this alla€l you really shouldn't 
have to help me." 

"I know that," I say. "But it's okay. Because I want to help you. You 
know that right?" 

Slowlya€ 1 she nods and a small smile flickers across her face. 

"I do now. Anda€ 1 thank you." 

"Anytime . " 

Rez nods at me and we begin forming a plan. 

It's not much of one. 

But it's a plan nonetheless. 

Rez will go back to the industrial building, find all of her gear, 
pack it up and search for a better place to hide. If worst comes to 
worst, she will consult the Corporal and ask for his assistance. 

She will continue to attend school when she can and I will go back to 
my father and try to explain to him that Rez came to. Soldier 2814 
bolted when he realised she was conscious again (poor soldier, he'll 
cop the brunt of the punishment, that's for sure) and left me to deal 
with her. 

Then I'll tell my father that she got away from me, but not without 
giving me a nasty looking cut over my eye (no, Rez wasn't too happy 
about having to give me _that _to make it "believable" buta€ 1 we do 
have to make sacrifices) . 

As Rez stands to head back to the industrial building I quickly grab 
her shoulder and plant a small kiss on her forehead. She looks at me, 
confusion clear in her eyes. I grin at her and shrug my shoulders in 
nonchalance . 

Fifteen minutes later, I'm standing in front of my father, telling 
him the story with a bandage pressed to my bleeding gash and RezaCl 
is hopefully very far away. 

"I tried to keep her back, sir," I say. "She's just too strong. I'm 
sorry. I came straight to you when I knew it was hopeless trying to 
chase her down." 



For a moment my father just stares at me. 

Then he whirls around and rears back, punching the side of the 
military-grade company truck in pure frustration. 

"You let it escape! We had it under control and you let it escape!" 
he shouts at me then rears back to hit _me _instead. 

I wince but don't cower, having seen this coming. 

The blow doesn't happen though, and I'm left standing there, eyes 
closed in fear. 

"I would beat you within an inch of your life," my father growls and 
I open my eyes to meet his. "But that cut should scar and serve as a 
reminder of your failure today. You have disappointed me, Mark. And I 
will make sure you suffer the consequences . " 

He turns away from me and begins barking orders into his phone, once 
more dismissing me from his attention. 

I sigh a little in relief, not honestly believing that worked as well 
as it did. 

But my dad is right. This cut will scar. But I know that it wasn't 
Rez who gave it to me. It was my father and his company and what they 
have _done _to Rez that made it possible for her to wound me so 
deeply . 

So yes it will scar. And it will forever serve as a reminder. 

A reminder of the day I grew up permanently and no longer saw my 
father as my heroa€ 1 

But rather as my worst and most terrifying enemy. 

**AN: Hey-hey, how's life? Out of curiosity, did any of you get the 
Green Lantern reference? Go back, have a look, see if you can spot 
it. If you're just plain lazy. I'll tell you: Soldier 2814. That's 
Hal Jordan's sector code. My friend and I didn't even realise we had 
put it in until we read that section over. Also, I'm sure pinkieponk 
will be glad to see this chapter up. Her death threats may or may not 
cease now. Anyhow, I hope you enjoyed this chapter. New character 
introduced next chapter. Stick around to find out who! XD** 

**xx Nat** 


End 
f lie . 



